CHAPTER V
People
MANYA was back in Warsaw. Her big grey eyes
looked out with a laugh in them at a changed
world. Her firm upper lip often twitched with a
merry smile, but her face was of ten serious. Like
the fathers of most of the world, Mr. Sklodovski
let his children know that they had their living to
earn. He had given up taking students and the
family again lived in a little house of their own.
It was hard enough, while their father was still
earning, to pay the rent, the daily girl and the
house-keeping and they had to look forward to
the time when he would have nothing but a
teacher's small pension to live on. That worried
him. Like the fathers of most of the world, he had
hoped to make enough money to provide for his
family. Sitting by the lamp in the evening, he
would sigh deeply. Four pair of happy eyes,
between periwinkle-blue and grey, would look up
at him and guess his thought; his four children
would all protest together: "Don't worry, Father,
aren't we all young and strong and able to earn
for ourselves?" Mr. Sklodovski must have won-
dered, as he smiled at their eagerness, whether
they would succeed in life as he had not done. He
had worked hard and been very gifted and yet
had won very little reward in money from life,
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